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Children's Department. 

GRAHDMAMMA S 8T0OKING. 

A TRUE STORY. 

Philip P. BHss was a poor boy. At 
the age of fourteen he left his home and 
commenced work on his own account on 
a farm and in Iumber woods, getting as 
little some times as I5 per month and 
board, saving carefully all his earnings 
and using them for an education. In the 
course of time he began to study músic, 
and finally wishing to attend a normal 
school at Genesee, N. Y., heattempted to 
raise the needed money, when he met 
with discòurageinents. He was living at 
Rome, Pa., with a very respectable Chris- 
tian farmer, whose daughter he afterward 
married. 

A portion of the house was occupied by 
the grandmother. Grandma and Mr. 
Bliss were great friends. One day, being 
discouraged in trying to get money for 
the músic school, he went into grandma's 
room, and throwing hitnself down on the 
old-fashioned iounge he gave vent to 
tears. Grandma was astonished as she 
had never seen hira otherwise than good 
humored and bubbling over with mirth 
and fun. Grandma was a little, short, 
straight, kind-hearted old lady ; she wore 
a white frilled cap and a large white apron. 
She came to the lounge and said : 

"Why, Phil, what is the matter ? Has 
anything happened ? I didn't know that 
you could cry so. Teli me, what is it, 
quick ?" 

Phil answered :- "Oh, nothing, grand- 
ma ; it will be all over in a minute." 
liut grandma insisted upon knowing all 
about it at once. So Mr. Bliss opened 
his heart and told her of his arabitious 
desire to go to the músic school, which 
would most likely have brought a rebtike 
from any other member of the family, 
but grandma. His tears, however, 
reached her good heart. He told her of 
his inability to raise the necessary fund, 
and that after a good cry, he would give 
it up, and grandma should see no morè 
tears.' , 

"Well, Phil," said grandma, "how 
much money do you suppose it would 
take to go to the — what kind of a school 
did you call it?" 

"It would take a great deal, grand- 
ma." 

"Well, how much?" 

"It would take as much as thirty dol- 
lars." 

"Thirty dollars ! why, Phil, thirty dol- 
lars would buy a new cow. " 

"Yet, grandma, I know it, and l'H give 
it up." 


"Thirty dollars," said grandma, "how 
much have you got ?" 

"Only five dollars, that is all," and the 
tears started again. 

Grandma was twisting the còrner of her 
apron nervously. 

"Thirty dollars. S— h ! Keep still. 
Phil, if I teli you something, won't you 
never teli ?" 

His curiosity was touched. 

"No, grandma, what is it?" 

"Wait. now, Phil, till I pull down the 
curtain and lock the door. Somebody 
might look in or corae in ;" and she pulled 
the curtain down and locked the door. 
"Now, Phil, you won't never teli any- 
body, will you, if I teli you? I thought 
I never would teli anybody. But a long 
time ago I hung up a long stocking. La, 
me, it must be five years ago." She 
started after the stocking, when she 
stopped, and returning, said : "I do he 
lieve it was ten years ago, and I have 
been putting a dime in now and then ; I 
thought I might want a little medicine 
some time, so when I sold a few eggs 
I put the money into the old stock- 
ing. I shouldn't wonder if it was all of 
fifteen years since I hung up the old stock- 
ing." 

She went to aclothes press undcr a back 
stairway, where cast off and extra cloth- 
ing hung, and from a dark còrner she 
brought forth the old stocking. 

"My ! but it is awful heavy, phil !" 

It was one of the' two-story Itïndl 
Grandma turned it bot tom side up on the 
floor, and its contents lay in a heap be- 
faré them, and they both were greatly 
surprised. 

Grandma on one side and Mr. Bliss 
on the other, they counted it, and found 
about thirly-two dollars, and they taughed 
and cried for joy togeiher again. 

"Now, Phil, you shall have this and 
go to that air school that you talk about, 
and don't never teli how you got the 
money." 

Thus Mr. Bliss was put in possession of 
the money that started him in his educa- 
tion and to usefulness and fame. 

Mr. Bliss frequently visited the old 
home, and sornetimes conducted meet- 
ing in the little Hresbylerian church 
where the family worshipped. On a cer 
tain occasion he gave anevening uf song, 
carrying grandma in his arms to the car- 
riage and from the carriage to the church. 
In the course of the meeting, and with 
grandma present, he told the story of the 
old stocking, and gave her the honor and 
crèdit of giving him his start in the musi- 
cal training, grandma being greatly em- 
barrassed at the moment, and there was 
scarcely a dry eye in the house. 


Years tolled on, and in 1877, at Ashta- 
bula, Ohio, in the great railroad wreck; 
Mr. Bliss and his wife were lost. 

The childhood of old agecrept on dear 
old grandma, her faculties failing one by 
one until she took to her bed. She would 
sornetimes talk to herself, saying : "Well, 
Jesús will come after me to-day ; hain'tof 
no use here nohow, and he will certainly 
come for me to-day." 

One morning she was heard to say 
softly : 

Now I lay me down to sleep, 

I pray the Lord my soni to keep; 

If I should die before 1 wake 

I pray tbee Lord my sou! to take. 

A little while after one of the family, 
approaching the bed, found grandma si- 
lent and lifeless. jesus had come, and she 
had gone with him to his home. — Bombay 
Guardian. 


LITTLE GIRL8 AHD LITTLE KITTEÏJS. 
"Come, Kitty, Kitty ; corae and have 
your nice cup of milk. " 

Every morning Ruthy came singing it 
from the breakfast table. 

What was pussy's answer? 

She would run along with a queer little 
trot, saying: "Mew! mew !" 

"M anima, "said Ruthy one day, "don't 
you think it nicer to be a kitty than a lit- 
tle giri ?" 

"Do yoü think so ?" said mamma. 

"Yes, I belteve I do. You see kitties 
never have any work to do. They don't 
have to hem towels, and dust, and leam 
lessons. They just play,roll marbles and 
jump when I draw a string, or watch by 
a mouse's hole. " 

"Well," said mamma, "you may try 
how you would like it to be a kitty all 
day." 

l'.ut long before the day was done 
Ruthy came to her mamma. 

"O, mamma ! I like better to be a lit- 
tle giri. Kitty can't find Grandma's 
glasses, and then be petted and kissed. 
She can't bring papa's slippers and have 
him sinüe at her for it. She can't try to 
dust, and hem, and say her lesson just as 
well as she can, and have mamma say : 
'You are my dear little comfort. ' No, I 
don't want to be a kitty." 

Ritty is getting to be an old cat now. 
She has a ribbon on her neck and sits 
quietly on a stool. But she still enjoys a 
play with Ruthy. 

And when Ruthy comes singing with 
her cup of milk she always trots along, 
saying: "Mew! mew! " — Syanty Day re. 


"God's plan for us is written all through 
the Bible, and his pattern for us is Jesus 
Christ." 


